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me to remain. If I did not mind, he would at least like to look at it* The point of it was even then to be seen sticking out of my vest pocket, shining brightly against a blue silk handkerchief, I could deny it
no longer* Taking hold of the lapel of my coat, he pulled it open, reached for the dreaded weapon and pulled it out. All was up with rne!
It was an aluminum comb, conveniently pointed at one end to be used for manicuring, and not for carving out human hearts! It did look very much like a stiletto, I now saw through it all. How the good parson must have felt as he held it in his hand! So far as I know, no explanation was ever made of the matter, and to this day, I venture to say, some of my schoolmates still remember the dreadful days when they went to school with an Italian who carried a Btilletto with which he intended to carve out hearts, both men's and maidens'!
A friend of mine once remarked that it would have been only fair if the authorities had made a statement relative to the true nature of the supposed weapon, For my part, however, I have always looked back upon that incident with much merriment.
The following incident I wish to narrate as. illustrating how I first became aware of the American trait of open and fair play. It was at the beginning of the next school year, when as a "soph" I had begun to afeel my oats/* As I have stated, Dr.ore, and for that reiutoix had aikedd." Wef the late Dr, Chase, former president of the school. He gave-
